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Summary: Elise Waaktaar left Norway to go traveling in the United 
States on what was meant to be a journey of self-discovery, quickly 
turns into a nightmare as a pandemic cripples the nation. Stranded 
and unable to ever know the fate of her family back home, Elise must 
survive in a strange new world. 


Scoundrel Days 
**Goldilocks** 

_Rest lessness is in our genes_ 

><em>Time won't wear it off<em> 

><em>Born into this world with our eyes <em> 

><em>Wide open<em> 

Elisabeth Waaktaar thumbed through the weathered photographs of her 
family back home in Norway. She smiled weakly, tears brimming in her 
eyes as she stared at the picture of older brother Pal standing with 
their father, both squinting at the camera in the winter sun. The sky 
rumbled overhead and she shoved the pictures back in her battered 
pack as she climbed onto her feet, lashes of cold rain stinging 
against her bare skin. She'd lost her suede jacket just the day 
before after a scuffle with a dead one in a tight space that had 
nearly ended badly for her. She walked a mile or so as the rain grew 
steadier, eventually huddling in the hollow of a large tree trunk 
that provided just enough shelter but it didn't keep out the bitter 
cold. Her long, blonde hair hung like rat-tails down her back as she 
shivered, squeezing her eyes shut as she thought of her old life, the 
nights they would climb onto the roof of their red cabin and watch 
the northern lights, sitting in the basement watching her brothers 
band rehearse for hours on end. She always wondered whether the virus 
had made it as far as Norway; she prayed in her every waking moment 
it hadn't, that there was a chance she could come back to a life that 
no longer existed on these shores. Home was over four thousand miles 
away, she knew in her heart it was impossible to come back, but it 



was the only thing she clung onto, the only thing that kept her 
going, kept her breathing. She'd left Oslo to travel the United 
States for three months; that was now almost two years ago, give or 
take . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"Hello? "<p> 

Elisabeth's arms shot out, the bark of the tree scraping against her 
skin as she faced the man with the dark eyes that was crouched down 
beside her. She had fallen asleep, sinking into a strange dream that 
involved a hooded man and talking rabbits. 

"You don't have to be afraid. I'm not like that, not anymore" the man 
continued as he ran a hand over his smooth head. "You got a 
name? " 


"...Elise" she said, going by her nickname rather than her real 
name . 

"You English or somethin'?" he moved aside as she climbed out of the 
hollow, his eyes fixed on her face as she struggled to look him in 
the eye . 

"Norwegian" she answered simply as she wrapped her arms around 
herself . 

"Viking huh? I know a little about Norse legends and shit" he started 
as his eyes roamed over her body, then back up to her face. "Well uh, 
you're a lot prettier than Odin, I'll tell you that. You uh, you move 
over here or somethin'?" 

Elisabeth looked at him in bewilderment, not quite sure why he was 
talking to her as if they had just met under normal circumstances , 
instead of stumbling across a strange woman in the forest filled with 
the dead. He must've noticed her reaction as he started apologizing 
profusely, rambling on about how he hadn't had a real conversation 
with anyone in months and he was just trying to make her feel at 
ease. He threw his backpack onto the ground and shrugged off his 
overcoat, holding it out to her to take suddenly and she hesitated 
for a moment before taking it, realising he was trying to be 
kind . 

"My name's Bruce" he said. "Had a wife and brother with me at one 
point but... they didn't make it." 

He watched as she rested her own pack on the ground, then slipped on 
his coat that swamped her slender frame but she was just glad to be 
warm again. They stood in silence for a few moments before he inched 
a little bit closer, her head snapping up, the look in her eyes 
forcing him to stop. 

"I, uh, I was goin' to suggest we stick together, if you want that 
is?" he shouldered his pack. "Better than bein' alone, ain't it?" 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Someone was touching her face.<p> 



At first she thought she was dreaming but the feeling of the 
roughness of a man's hand against her cheek became far too real and 
her eyes flew open as Bruce leered over her, suddenly retreating 
backwards as she bolted upright. She stared at him in shock, then 
looked down to make sure she was still fully clothed. 

"What the hell are you fucking doing?" she cried out as she climbed 
onto her feet, grabbing her pack as he held out both hands, his eyes 
wet with tears . 

"I'm sorry..." he started. "Please don ' t . . . don ' t go Elise. I'm 
sorry . " 

"You stay the fuck away from me" she backed off towards the woods as 
he buried his face in his arms, her heart hammering in her chest. She 
pulled out her blade that was strapped to a holster on her belt and 
she held it out infront of her as she continued to back off, Bruce 
not moving from where he sat. She turned and ran a few metres into 
the darkness when she heard a single gunshot ring out and her heart 
leapt into her mouth as she tore around, seeing Bruce slumped over 
dead, in the soft firelight. 


End 
f lie . 



